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meet the coal company's resident directors, Knutsen and Brandal.
Nothing would do those hospitable men but that all the members
of the expedition itself should be entertained on shore with them
during our stay. It seemed an imposition to me, since there were
only the two directors' cottages and the industrial buildings, includ-
ing a hospital. The miners lived in huts back in the hills.

Knutsen silenced our protestations by quoting a Norwegian
proverb: "Where there is room in the heart there is room in the
house."

But the missing Hobby lay heavy on our thoughts. After accept-
ing the offer of this hospitality, we walked back to the Farm again
to keep watch. About seven o'clock that evening the look-out re-
ported that some high structure was looming above the ice and
drawing closer. We rushed on deck and with our glasses descried
a heavy-looking crate approaching us to the sound of crushing ice.

"Comes Hobby I Comes Hobby!" shouted the Norwegians, and
to the hurrahs of the crew the motor-ship drew up to the edge of
the fjord ice next to us, everyone and everything on board safe.

X   THE GREAT MOMENT

TO go back a little in the story, as soon as Amundsen and
I, in New York, were assured of Father's gift to the ex-
pedition, Amundsen at once got in touch by cable with
Hjalmar Riiser-Larsen, an aviator who, though he had never flown
into the polar regions, was accustomed to ice conditions along the
Norwegian coasts. Amundsen had been discussing polar flying
with Riiser-Larsen for some years and believed that he would go
with us. Nor was he mistaken. Riiser-Larsen cabled back his con-
sent, whereupon we instructed him to select the model and order
two suitable aeroplanes, superintending their construction and test-
flights. Riiser-Larsen picked a brother flying officer of the Nor-
wegian navy, Lieutenant Leif Dietrichson, as our other pilot. With
these two air vikings at the controls, our lives could not have
been in the hands of abler men.